THE  SPANISH WAR
a few months on each successive position, and that their
ultimate fate was to be destroyed or driven into the sea.
Besides, it was clear that both sides could have foreign
volunteers, and in this rivalry it was not certain that the
Reds would come off best.
Engine trouble made my return journey to Burgos long
and tiring. In the thousands of miles that I have
travelled so far—by the end of December it was nearly
20,000 miles—it was only on this single occasion that my
car was held up by engine failure, and for this I have to
thank my two chauffeurs, the Frenchman Antome and his
Spanish successor Juan The care they took of tyres, car,
and engine, working at them often until late in the night
after a full day of hard driving, was most praiseworthy,
but I must also say that both of them entered into the
spirit of my mission and were on every occasion out to do
their best and help me whenever possible to beat my
rivals. But if they took care of my cars, they could not
avoid accidents—most of them due to the reckless driving
of the big supply lorries, and for weeks on end after some
more than particularly bad accident I would suffer from
car nerves I felt that I could never sleep in the car, and
any sudden application of the brakes would make me
jump. But it must be remembered that car driving in
Spain in time of civil war is not a restful operation.
In the Basque country, speeding towards Vitoria one
Sunday night just after dusk, coming over a hogsback I
saw to my horror four men zigzagging along the middle
of the road. My chauffeur had his lights on and had
sounded his hooter, but three of them went to the left
of the road while the fourth stayed right in our track
We were travelling at about sixty miles an hour and there
was no time for reflection My chauffeur went right into
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